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Curl Trouble 


Author's Notes: 


**| am a hardcore admire of Megadaves fics but this is the first ve ever written--hopefully INI get better 
with time! Merry Ficmas to Soobie, and to alll 


This 1988 Summer Olympics Women's Gymnastics competition was surprisingly Loring for an event full of chicks 
dressed in nothing but skin-tight fabric. Maybe it was the booze. Maybe it was the constant LA. heat mixing 


the wrong way, like vodka and empty stomachs, with all the bodies in the room. Or,maybe it was- 


Dave tried hard to think about something other than the dudes’ bodies in the room. Well, truth be told, all but 
one of the dudes had blended together in a cloud of yellowed t-shirts and denim, all warm and wavy like the 
girls‘ arms on the balance beam. The only dude's body, the only thing clear in the room was David. 


Junior. 


He was sitting across from Dave on the flowered couch they'd stolen off a curb, his blonde hair hanging loose 
all over the dead-grandma stains, and just like Dave, he wasn't staring at the fuzzy-bright screen while talking 
about Brandy Johnson's ass and her bad hair and hey imagine the kind of shit these gymnasts can do in bed! 


Dude, theyre all lke, fifteen, thats fucked up. 
You crazy? The fuck are you getting moral about? These chicks bend for a living! 


--he wasn't doing any of that. He was staring at Dave, his expression calm, his fingers tapping out some kind 
of rhythm on the mouth of his bottle of-Dave tried to read the label but the letters blurred together -fuck 
it, some kind of beer. Dave stared at his fingers and then down to the white kneecap poking out of Junior's 
ripped jeans and then back up to his fingers and then finally up to his eyes. He remembered that in all the 
Megadeth promo shots Junior was the one who turned out looking like a pretty girl. He laughed. 


"You need a beer, Dave?" Junior asked, smiling like the innocent farmboy he sure as hell no longer was. 


Dave gave Junior a thumbs-up with his left hand, squeezing his glass of straight-up cheap rum with his right. 
A beer was exactly what he wanted right now, and he caught the can Junior fished off the cluttered coffee 
table and flung at him. 


"Alright guys, we're gonna play a game," Dave announced to the room, holding the beer and the glass of rum 
out like these were the best fucking presents he'd ever received in his life. "I'm gonna drink these both at the 


same time. You think | can do it?" 


He forgot to wait for an answer. 

* 

Dave wasn't sure whether he'd fallen asleep or had just decided to focus his attention elsewhere for a while, 
but suddenly he realized the room was mostly dark and people had moved around. There were still girls on the 
TV screen, which had become about a hundred times more blue and painful to look at. It took Dave a few 
seconds to realize the girls were Ginger Lynn and Stacey Donovan and there was an ocean in the background 
and in about ten seconds Ron Jeremy's hairy chest would appear. The Pink Lagoon, man. Everyone had this 
porno on VHS. In fact, he probably had Ginger Lynn's dirty talk in this memorized Like if someone asked him 
what his name was he'd spit out three lines of Ginger Lynn's best instead. This thought would have made him 
open his mouth and crack the fuck up if he hadn't suddenly realized there were rough-feeling fingers moving 
through his slightly sweaty curls. Whatever this was, it had never happened when he'd hung out with the guys 
before. He waited to see what would happen 


The movie glowed from the screen and Ginger Lynn did her thing but none of it registered in Dave's brain as 
anything more than noise. He thought this was just because he was more drunk than usual but then there 
were two hands in his hair and the finger slipped down to draw little circles in the smooth spaces behind the 
tops of his ears. 


And it felt good. 


It felt damn good. 


It felt so good that suddenly Dave didn't feel like he was as wasted as he was. His heart perked up and started 
beating a little fast. The hairs on his arms prickled. The fingers brushed against his earlobes for just one 
fucking second and his body tingled like an electric shock without the pain. So much energy was rushing through 
him that he thought that if he stood up and tried to walk, he'd wind up running instead. 


Then the hands placed themselves gently on top of his hair and started rubbing over the curls, flattening 
them out. The hands felt good on his scalp. They moved slow, soft, sure, sexy. He leaned back against 
something that felt like a ribcage. 


The TV shot some crazy bright light out of itself and Dave saw all the guys staring glued to the screen. And 
two long, skinny legs in tight light blue jeans stretching out around him on the floor. The jeans had a hole in 
the knee. 


Junior. 


One of the fingers-one of Juniors fingers-started to wind through a curl. The curl wrapped around the finger 
and sprung free, and then wrapped around the finger and sprung free again Junior's other hand was still on 
Dave's hair, smoothing it out, cupping the base of his neck. Someone in the room yelled something about Ginger 
Lynn that Dave didn't care to understand because he was smashed, wasted, drunker than ever and Junior's Ips 


were on his hair running up and down all those fucking curls 


"Junior, the fuck?" he wanted to say, but it came out like a little moan, not even as loud as the moans coming 


from whatever was happening on the TV. 


And he leaned back against the ribcage again, thinking that Junior must've been built like some kind of freak 


because Junior's ribs were poking him in the ass. 


Then it came to Dave in a dizzying rush. Junior was hard His cock was pressed hot and stiff against Dave's 
jeans and his lips were on the back of Dave's head rubbing at the curls sweat-stuck to his neck and his 


fingers were weaving themselves through the rest of Dave's hair, stroking the ends of the waves, and he was 


hard- 


And as Junior made a ponytail out of Dave's hair and tugged it, gently but just hard enough to tilt Dave's chin 
up a little, Dave felt heat pooling in his crotch and realized his jeans were slowly getting tighter than they had 
been before. Junior tugged harder at his hair. This time it hurt a little. Dave's dick twitched against the front 
of his pants. He moaned again, louder, the sound making his lungs vibrate against Junior's skinny chest. He 


thought about Junior and how he had the hard body of a dude but the sexy, glowing hair of a girl. 


Why wasn't he playing with Juniors hair? 


And suddenly that hair was pressing up against Dave's face. Dave would have jumped if he hadn't felt so 
fucking heavy and wobbly, like this was the first time he'd ever been drunk. Man, this hair-play shit was 
fucking better than anything 


"Did | ever tell you," Junior whispered in Dave's ear like everything that had just happened had been normal, 


“that your hair's fucking beautiful?" 


"What're you, queer or something?" Dave managed to get out of his lips, which felt floppy. "Never knew that 
about you." 


"Dunno about me, Dave," Junior said, his voice even softer now. His warm breath felt like a fucking orgasm 


against Dave's rarely-touched ear-skin. "But | bet I'm not the only one of us who's hard, huh?" 

Dave breathed too fast, something he knew all too well deciding to pick this time to whirl up his throat. Man, 
this hair-play shit really was fucking better than anything. And more fucked-up, too. His mouth started to 
water and his throat tightened and loosened. 


"Jesus Christ, Junior," Dave gasped, louder than he'd been in a long time. "Lemme the fuck up, l'm gonna puke." 


Then the room slanted as Dave managed to get to his feet and started stumbling toward where he thought 
the bathroom was supposed to be, tripping over someone's legs, running into the wall in the pitch-dark hallway, 


not bothering to grope for the lightswitch when he finally got there. 

Someone else did it for him. The lights flickered on. The door clicked shut. 

Then a voice with a familiar Midwestern flatness was saying things to him, laughing at him, but weirdly nicely. 
And two skinny legs brushed against his back, reminding him he wasn't alone. And long, thin, rough hands ran 
down his scalp as he puked nasty, burning booze into the toilet bowl, holding his hair back, keeping it clean. 


Junior. 


"I told you, you got fucking beautiful hair," Junior said from what sounded like insanely far away. "I'm just 
trying to take good care of it" 


